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=one= 


Music spills from the guitar, raw and bold, abrasive enough to peel paint off walls. It is in all ways unlike Eddie, 


and yet so alike. 

Eddie is hunched over his guitar, his hands firm on the strings, but gentle as a lover's. Thick-lashed eyes 
closed, dark curls tumbling over his brow. The pale morning light seeps through the grimy window and lends a 
golden glow to his skin. 


David gets up from the sofa, the springs groaning at the gesture, and advances to the other. 


He lifts Eddie's sharp chin with a finger. The music fades to silence, and the room feels oddly empty. David 


searches those wide, brown eyes. They are warm, so warm, like sunlight through leaves and spice in autumn, 


and yet so cold, capable of cutting like knives. Eddie is a mass of contradictions; he confounds David, makes his 


stomach churn and his head grow light. 

David bends down, and they kiss, tongues twining in a slow dance and fingers sinking into long hair and the 
waistband of jeans being tugged down. Soon Eddie is biting his own hand to keep himself quiet, lashes damp with 
tears. 

Let it out, Eddie. 

They might hear us. 


Fuck ‘em. They can know that youre mine. 


David moves his hips just so, and Eddie throws back his head and screams his name loud enough for the old 


neighbours to hear. 
Ag 


Eddie's clad in blue-and-white striped pajama pants, which make him look ridiculous as he rants about the set 


from his spot on the sofa. "We need to play ‘Pretty Woman first. 

"We don't need to do anything," says David, glaring at him. 

"You're so unprofessional, it's embarrassing." 

"You know what's embarrassing? The idea that you're a fucking rock star with that old librarian attitude." 
"Yeah? Fuck you." 


"Gladly' David growls, and marches over to him. He grasps Eddie's pajamas and yanks them off in one swift 
movement, making the other shriek in indignation. Before Eddie can say anything, David takes him in his mouth. 


Eddie gasps, writhing, and covers his flushed face with his hands. "You can't just do that, you bastard” 
-three- 

Eddie rolls out of bed at the cusp of dawn, tugging on his jeans. He makes himself black coffee and fiddles with 
his guitar, while David smokes a cigarette, blowing long lavender plumes, and switches channels on the crackling 


TV every minute or so. 


When Eddie comes close to the bed to retrieve his rumpled tee shirt, David asks, a little peeved, "Where are 
you doing?" He crushes the cigarette in an ashtray on the bedside table. 


"| have a song." That means Eddie has an idea in his head that he needs to pen down. If he doesn't, he gets 
jittery and begins to snap at people. Eddie picks up his tee shirt from the floor and is about to head to the 
door when David grabs his wrist and grins. "Why don't we stay in bed a bit longer?" 


"You'll have to wait," says Eddie, a sly smile on his lips. 


David yanks him onto the bed, making him yelp with laughter, and gathers him into his arms. "Get back in here 


and love me." 
-four- 


"Leave, then!" Eddie yells, twisting the towel in his hands; he has just taken a shower, and is dripping wet, 
wearing only his boxers. "Get outta here!" He kicks the heavy carpet, which does nothing but roll its edge and 


hurt his toes. "You choose right now to tell me?" 


David is furious, shaking. "You're the one who's always telling me my lyrics are too frivolous or my voice isn't 
good enough! Why do you even care that I'm leaving? There's something called a telephone, moron. You can use 


it to call me, and we can still talk" 


"Fuck off!" Eddie hurls the towel at him. He misses dismally, and it lands on the edge of the bed, a couple of 
feet away from David. Eddie hunches his shoulders and drops his head, trembling. Soon, hot tears are coursing 
down his cheeks, dripping off his chin. "I don't want to talk to you ever again. | don't want to hear your voice 


ever again, you hear me?" 
"Eddie - " 


"Don't come back!" Eddie says. He looks brittle in the evening light, as if he will fall to pieces if David so much 
as touches him. "If you don't get out right now, I'll fucking kill you!" 


-five- 
David rakes his fingers through his hair and grimaces; he still is not used to how short it is now, barely 


brushing his shoulders. He finishes the last drops of his second can of beer and tosses it into a dustbin. It is 
oddly quiet backstage, and he wants to get out as soon as he can. 


A moment later he is almost run over by Alex in a hallway. Alex doesn't look like he's aged a day; his face is a 
bit more careworn than before, but he's still strong as an ox, even after all these years. He is clad in black 
from head to toe. "Hey, man," he says, panting a little, "have you seen Eddie?" 


"No. Why?" 


"I've been looking for him for an hour" says Alex, gritting his teeth. "He's not answering his phone." He brushes 
past David without another word and disappears round a corner. 


David looks after him for a moment, frowning. Come to think of it, Eddie had been acting funny that evening, 
barely even bothering to smile on stage. David shakes his head - he is not Eddie's babysitter - and heads to 
the men's room. 

It is empty, save one stall with the door locked. David shudders at the eerie silence; there should be some 
noise, some rustle of clothing or tearing of toilet paper. His eyes fall to the space beneath the door of the 
closed stall. There is a pair of shoes half-hidden in the shadows, white with red stripes. Eddie's shoes. 

David dithers, feeling foolish. It would be really weird to call out Eddie's name, but.. 

"Eddie." he says, his voice echoing in the room, "are you in there?" 

No reply. 

David raps on the door. "Eddie? | swear to God, if you're crying, I'll punch your face." 

Still nothing. David grits his teeth, and wipes the sweat from his face with his sleeve. Sighing, he crouches 
down, feeling like a filthy creep, and peers into the stall. Eddie's pants are still on, and there are dark drops 
spattered on the floor. "Shit!" David scrambles up, his heart pounding in his chest. He rattles the door, and 
when that doesn't work, stands back and kicks it open. It hits Eddie, and David immediately pulls it back, cursing, 
Eddie is slumped on the toilet lid, eyes closed and mouth parted, a needle sticking from his left forearm. 


—Six- 


David sits by the hospital bed, chin in hands. On his lap, there is a fat, new sci-fi book that he has not opened. 


The clock on the wall ticks on, maddeningly loud in the otherwise quiet room. 

Alex had left to take a shower and eat something; he'd be back soon, he said. 

Another hour passes by. David's lids droop, and he yawns, settling more comfortably in his chair. Eddie is 
almost chalk-pale, but his breathing is deep and regular. He looks like a once-loved porcelain doll that has been 


left in the cupboard for too long, bleached by the lack of sunlight: 


David reaches out, on impulse, to brush a lock of dark hair from his forehead, and Eddie stirs and opens his 
eyes. He blinks, appearing confused, and then groans softly. "What?" he mumbles. 


"You overdosed," says David, unable to keep the bitterness from his voice. "How are you feeling?" 
"How long have you been here?" Eddie says hoarsely, ignoring David's question 


David wonders if the other wants him to get out. "All night." He resists the urge to add ‘you bastard. 


To David's surprise, Eddie begins to weep, tears sliding down his temples and dripping onto the pillow. "Hey, hey," 
says David, getting up from his chair, almost knocking it over. The book slips from his lap and tumbles to the 


floor. "It's not such a big deal. Jeez, man, I'm not that old. | can still pull an all-nighter." 


Eddie swallows, closing his eyes, and takes a few deep, shaking breaths. "| have a son," he whispers, looking 


wretched, "and | have no idea how to be a father. He's only five, and I'm ruining his life." 
"You're not - " 


"I'm a fucking junkie, and an alcoholic." Eddie half-heartedly wipes his nose. "I've pushed everyone in my life 
away from me. Im a total failure." He closes his eyes, his dark circles prominent. "It would be better if | just 


died," he says, almost too softly to hear. 


David stares at him for a moment. Then hot anger surges through him, and he grasps Eddie's shoulders, 
making him gasp in surprise. "Don't you ever say something like that again," he growls. "Here's the cold truth: 
you're fucked up, but that's not the issue, because | am, too. | can handle you doing a lot of things, but I'm 
gonna get mad if you punish everyone in your life because you happen to hate yourself" He takes a deep, 
shuddering breath and drops his head. "And | - I'm here for you, man. I'm willing to put everything behind us 


and start over. If it's what you want." 


There is a long silence. Eddie stares at him, eyes hazy and lips pursed. He looks like he's going to start crying 
again. 

But the door opens and Alex walks in, hair messy and shirt crumpled, carrying two paper cups of coffee. He 
stops and blinks at the scene before him, his mouth falling open. Then he hastily sets down the cups on a table 
and hurries over to the bedside, pushing David aside and gathering his brother in his arms. "You're all right," 


he says in a thick voice. "| thought you were going to die, you stupid fucker." 


David decides this would be the appropriate time to leave, and does so, retrieving his book and shutting the 
door quietly behind him. 


ere 
"Did you mean it?" Eddie asks him later, over the phone. 

David picks at the cord with a fingernail. Outside, the sun is inching over the horizon. "Yeah." 
"Come over. | want to see you." 


And David feels like he has a home again. 


